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Pete's minding his own business when he hears the sloppy knocking of Terry, and the very deep voice of the 
man boohooing onto door. Pete normally ignores it because he knows nothing coherent is going to come out of 


Terry, but he gets up from his desk. He moves over to unlock the door as the pounding refuses to stop. 


Which is how he wound up with Terry drunk in his arms, large arms wrapped around him. He's got his own 
strong frame and he's a bit annoyed like this. He tries to push Terry off, but Terry doesn’t budge. He lets out 
an annoyed groan at his friend, but nothing stops the babbling mess. 


Terry's lips are breathing warm puff of air onto his skin and making Pete feel strange. Fingers brace 
themselves against Terry's back and he hoists Terry up with him into a sitting upright position. It's then that 
Terry slumps a little, his beard a little unkempt. His cheeks are still as chubby as ever and Pete thinks he just 
looks cute. But Terry is a mess right now and that leads Pete to just patting Terry's shoulder while the other 


man drunkenly whimpers on about hating how much he has to go out and about for tours. Terry is a wreck. 


Terry is a wreck that Pete just brings in for a kiss, much to his surprise of his drunk companion. It seems to 
calm down Terry though because in the next minute, Terry seems to slowly fall into a rest at last with his 
last words being about a thanks. Pete can only let out a sigh of relief before he lugs Terry up from the floor. 
He tosses him onto his bed with Terry grunting in annoyance. Pete pulls the blanket over him and decides to 


take over Terry's room instead. It gets awkward though when he finds Bobby busting in to ask if there's any 


cocaine in the room. 


"What the fuck are you doing, Bobby?" 


